THE  TRAIN
He thought of this wearily, he forced himself to think
of everything that surrounded him. Since Lena's
departure he was overcome by distress. The arguments
with which he had reassured himself now seemed
childish to him. He persuaded himself that everything
would be all right, and was comforted by these illusions.
Even if that parcel had reached its destination, how long
would it have lasted? A month, perhaps, economising a
lot. ... One of these days he would know its fate. He
would hold the envelope with Sonechka's writing. He,
knew it by heart, every letter and every pen-twist. Why
one envelope? A pack of envelopes. Ah, if only there
were one, to tell him that they were still alive. ...
It was the same kind of hot day as at the beginning
of July last year. At Vitebsk station in Leningrad.
Then as now there were trains on all the lines. No, there
were fewer trains. And then suddenly Sonechka emerged
from nowhere in a grey dress.
He asked Danilov when Lena would return. He
answered—in about eight days.	*
Eight? Let's say ten to be sure. The doctor coloured
ten squares blue in his copybook. When one day
elapsed he crossed out one of the squares with a red
pencil.
Danilov spent the whole morning with the Sverdlovsk
transport officer trying to get his train moving and at
dinner-time an engine was hitched on. It was a tedious
journey, stopping at every signal, but at last things
began to improve.
Suddenly they found themselves racing ahead at full
speed, roaring through vast stations where officials
holding raised flags followed them with their eyes.
A telegram had come saying that they were urgently
needed to take on wounded.
It was evening, Dr Belov got out his exercise book and
wanted to cross out another blue square, the seventh.
Seven days since Lena had gone. ... There was a
knock at the door—Kostritsyn. He walked into the
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